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  When Grace and Angie walked into the backstage dressing room, they could still hear the echoing roar coming from the concert arena. The Collins Brothers Band had the most loyal fans ever, selling out every show in every city, and Indianapolis was no exception.




  The two young beauties, wearing low-cut blouses, black leather mini-skirts, and high heels, stood at the door, peering around the room. It wasn’t long after, Angie spotted the man she had come to see, and Grace saw her objective for the night as well.




  “See you in a bit,” said Grace, darting off.




  “Okay, girl,” said Angie.




  Angie weaved and scooted through the crowded, smoke-filled room, making her way passed the wannabe groupies, hangers-on, and other kids who somehow always managed to sneak in.




  Standing at the minibar – surrounded by a collection of young girls who pawed and salivated – was Johnny Collins. Angie Spencer had met Johnny five years before when the band was on their Filthy Demons tour. They had been seeing each other off and on ever since.




  To most, the lead singer looked like the epitome of rock and roll—long, dark hair in wavy disarray, sleek, muscular frame, and narrow waistline. To Angie, she saw someone entirely different. He didn’t notice the auburn beauty right away – whose breasts plumped and sparkled with body glitter – walking in his direction. When Johnny finally saw her, his face brightened.




  “Hey, Angie. Nice to see you.”




  He stepped through the group of girls – whose faces twisted into jealous contempt – grabbed Angie’s soft hand, and pulled her in for a hug and kiss. He then stepped back. With his eyes, he soaked up every inch of her body and said, “You look absolutely beautiful.”




  “Thanks, Johnny. You look great too. That was one hell of a show you guys put on tonight.”




  He smiled. “Not bad for opening night, huh.”




  “One of the best. Ghost Child sounded amazing.”




  “Aww. Thanks. Care for a drink or something?”




  “Sure, I’ll take one.”




  “Excuse me, ladies,” Johnny said, turning to the group of young girls. “We’ll have to catch up later.”




  Reluctantly, the group dispersed, and Johnny and Angie soon stepped up to the minibar.




  “I assume you’ll have your usual,” said Johnny.




  “You know me all too well,” said Angie. Johnny reached for the bottle of Captain Morgan and two glasses.




  “This is going to be one hell of a tour,” said Johnny, as he poured the drinks. “We put twice as much into our stage set as we did for our last tour. What did you think of it?”




  “You guys have definitely come a long way,” she said. “The effects on the big screen were mind-blowing.”




  Johnny handed Angie one of the glasses filled with rum.




  “Damn, listen to them,” he said, referring to the crowd who had not left the arena yet.




  “They’re still going fucking nuts out there.”




  “Your fans love you. Some of those kids hang on to every lyric you sing. You’re a god to them.”




  Johnny said, “I don’t feel like it. I’m just the average Midwestern kid who loves to play rock and roll. That’s all.”




  “Not to them,” said Angie.




  Johnny smiled. “What about you?” he asked, pulling her closer. “What am I to you?”




  You’re the man I’m falling in love with, was the words she wanted to say. But instead, she grinned childishly, and said nothing.




  He smiled back as if he were reading her thoughts.




  “You mind if I go say hello to Abe,” said Angie.




  “Not at all. I’m going to jump in the shower.”




  Johnny started to walk away but stopped to speak again.
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